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How suddenly the little pain you'd lose
* At: "Itisnothing—nothing much, a! all'

Do you remember how, leng, long ago,
You would awaken, trembling in your

fright

When some fearsome things, which ouly
childrean know,

Were peering wildly st you from the

night? 2
Do you remember how she made you see

‘--mmmnmm-nm
mmmm.m

And
Her "It Is nothing—nothing much, atall? |\

And you remember, long and long ago,
How every little fret of night or day
Before her tallsman, when whispered low,
Would vanish, would be driven quite

away;
And y::"m. too, how each soft
w
A newer happloess to you would call,
As wom&mumm came when

they
Her "It is nothing—nothing much, at all.”

And can you hear it now? Of all the rest
That life has let us keep within our hold,
This memory must be the very best—
This ﬁ‘umu thing that ls not bought or
sold.
When days are dark and nights are sad-
dened, now,
Out from the shrouding silence does

there fall,
WWhile her cool fingers seem to touch the
‘.l'h:l:lr"'lt {s nothing—nothing much, at
~W. D. N., in Chicago Dally Tribune,

The Mountaineer’s
Dream

By HUGH A. C. WALKER

HE air of sleepy quiet which had

brooded over the little walley
town for a year had changed to a buzz
®f excitement. Commencement was on

:agailn st Watauga college; the town
-was full of enthusiastic alumni and
wisiting friends from every corner of
the surrounding country.

It was on a different errand that
the two Arvey brothers had come
down from their home on Btump
$ouse In their white-covered wagon.
‘Only & month before their father bad
«died, leaving his large family depend-
.ent upon the two grown-up sons, and
#hey were at Watauga for the purpose
of straightening up his small business
affairs and making certain arrange-
‘ments concernins the management of
their little mountaln farm.

— This required omnly a short time,
thowever, and on Tuesday morning
#hey found themselves drifting with
‘the crowd toward the college, wholly
ignorant of the exercises going on
sthere. The scene on the inside was
a revelation to both, for never before
‘had an Avery, from Stump House,
{been within a college bullding. There,
upon the high old rostrum, sat the
young men of the graduating class,
glothed in thelr best, the center of at-
wtraction to all the vast assembly be-
fow. One by one they stood .before
rthe audlence, and with fervent, rustic
«eloguence delivered their graduating
sgpeeches, each of which called forth
.enthusiastic applause, loads of flow-
«.grs, and a crash of discordant

. music from the nolsy brass band
Mo the gallery. Then, when the
gpeeches were all over, the gayly be-
jribhonod diplomas were handed to
‘the graduates by the president, after
‘which came more applause and an-
«other rapturous burst of music from

gallery. The scene—Impressive
who were maost accustomed

Wataugas commencements—was

which remsined forever fadeless

the memorles of the mountalneer
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' journey homs that aft-
unusually quiet one.
hour neither spoke;
in a kind of trance
tain scenery which bad
them from childhood.
the stillness ex-
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near Annie,” he
a sigh. Then he
slowly across the yard and
entered the house.

“Good evening!"™

“'Bvenin’, sir!"”

“Trying to cool off some, are you?
Rather warm weather yet—for Octo-
ber."”

“Well, no, sir, 1 wasn't here for
that partic'lar purpose; but it is
about as cool a place as I've struck,
this side o' the mountains. Just
stopped to take a look at the old col
lege as 1 was passin’.”

The first speakerr was Dr. Black-
wood, the venerable president of Wa-
tauga college, dignified but kind-
hearted, tall and straight .n spite of
his years—a perfect plcture of the
old southern gentleman. While walk-
ing across the campus toward his
home he had come upon the stranger
seated on the ground under a magnifi-
cent water-oak and gazing {ntently
at the college building. In the road
a few steps away stood a whitecov-
ered wagon to which two sturdy look-
ing little mules were hitched. In the

background Dbeyond the college
stretched the dim outlines of the
Blue Ridge.

As the doctor showed mo disposi
tion to move on, the stranger, with an
alr of deference, rose to his feet and
leaned his long, gaunt form against
the water-onk. The doctor contin-
ued:

“You have never seen the build-
ing before? Or is there something in
Its architecture that Interests you?’

“Oh, yes, doctor, I've seen it a
good many times. To tell the truth I
king o" love the old place, somehow;
used to think I'd come to school here
myself, but my dreams never did
come true Still, I love to stop here
an' watch the boys an' just imagine
I'm one of 'em, don't you see?”

The doctor's next step was to In-
quire the stranger's name, for he
had become deeply Interested in his
story.

“Arvey,” came the answer, and the
stranger's rough, brown hand took
within its strong grasp the soft, white
one of the doctor.

“From Stump House?!

“Yes, sir.”

“Related to Tom Arvey that grad-
uated here in 887"

“Yes, sir, he's my younger brother.”

“You don't say so!" exclalmed the
old gentleman. “Why, 1 am truly
glad to kmow you, Mr. Arvey. How
{8 Tom getting along? The last news
1 had of him he bhad gone out West
gsoon after graduating—four years
ago it must be?"

“Yes,” replied Arvey, “Tom went
west just four years ago. I never
heard from him since he left; don't
even know if he's alive. He was to
help me through college, but, poor
fellow, I don't know what's become
of him. It's all right now, anyhow,
for I'm too old. Besides, the home
was all broken up by deaths and mar-
riages, and it was powerful lonesome
livin’ in the old house all by myself
—an' 1 couldn't ’'a’' asked Annie to
wait on me any longer. We're mighty
happy in our little home up yonder;
but I've mever quit dreamin’ of the
college education 1 expected to have,
an' every time I come down this way
1 set here an' just look at the old
place over there. An', somehow, it
alw'ys seems to make me feel better
—an’ I go back to Annle with a light-
er an' stronger heart. We've got a
fine little feller at home, just a year
old—named Tom; I'm goln’ to send
him down here some day to take my
place an' live out my dream for me."

The mountaineer shaded his eyes
with his band and looked at the sun
in the west. From a group of stw-
dents sprawling on the grass mnear
the college came the strains of an
old song:

“Oh, he never cares to wander from
his own flreside” . . .

“Now 1 must get started for home,”
he sadd, “for it's gettin' late; mood-
by, dector.”

A moment Ister a whip was cracked
over the heads of the little mules,
and the white-covered wWagon Wwas
rumbling away toward the mountalns
—National Magazine.

ANTIQUE CHAIRS TO ORDER.

Paris Woodworkers Devise Scheme
for Giving Furniture Desired
Worm-Eaten Appearance.

¥

The cholce of the triennial conclave of the Knights Templar at San Fran-

clsco for the office of grand master of that organization. His home is in Chi-
cago, where he commands a brigade of the [llinois national guard.

CONTRARY TO BUSINESS.

People in Certain Lines of Trade Who
Do Not Use Their Own
Wares,

“Drugs? The less you take of them
the better; personally I wouldn't think
of taking them!"” So said a speaker
recently at a meeting, when the gues-
tion of the supply of drugs cropped
up. His hearers stared at him, aghast,
gays Smith's Weekly. And well they
might, for he was the proprietor of a
large local chemist's shop.

Who can question the rarity of a

thin butcher? Nearly every butcher,
whether he be of the pork or ordinary
variety, is a standing advertisement of
his trade. Knownig one who certain-
ly could lay no claims to stoutness, the
writer of this article jocularly said to
him: ‘“Why are you not as fat as your
brother butcher? It seems to reflect
on the quaiity of your meat!"” 1 was
not prepared for the astounding reply:
“] am not blg, because under no cir-
cumstances do I ever eat a plece of
meat. 1 am the strictest of vegetari-
ans, and 1 do not believe that animal
food is good for people.” “Have you,
then, no conscientions objection to
selling what you consider harmful to
health?' “Oh, dear mno,” came the
quick reply. “I can't let my prinel-
ples affect my pocket. My business s
a good one, so—" He shrugged his
shoulders expressively.
. To be & successful public-house land-
lord, it is essential to be convivial. Still,
this does not deter a good few pub-
licans from remaining absolute tee-
totalers.

“When you are behind the bar." sald
one of these, “and a customer asks you
to bave a drink, it would be suicidal
in & business sense to refuse. You
would stamp yourself as belng un-
sociable at once. Besides, there Is the
guestion of benefiting the takings.
But that is no reason why you should
take alcoholic liguor. It is a very old
dodge to keep a handy a ‘Finest o
Tom’ bottle, which Instead of spirit
sontains simply water, and to imbibe
2 glass of that You charge, of course,
for the price of gin.  Profitable?
Rather!"

It would appear almost Impossible
that a man could remain all day long
surrounded by and dispensing tobacco
In every shape, without himself suc-
cumbing to the attraction of the
“weed.” Yet it is a fact that one of the
principal Liverpool tobacconists never
bas and avows he mever will emoke
sither clgar, cigarette or pipe. His
reason for this Is that he feels if he
once contracts the habit it would grow
upon him so much that he would smoke
all day long and to such an extent
that his health would suffer, In fact,
he is afrald of himself. By the way,
you will generally find that when a
tobacconist is a toblleco abstainer he
s usually & victim to the habit of
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or two of the most popular
~writers of the day are physically
to write. They are prevented
from doing so by blindness, a not un-
malady amongst journalists.
men employ other methods of
transferring thelr “ecopy" to paper.

retary. Another finds that his flow
of language is interrupted by the pres-
ence of & second persen, so he has

5
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typewriter. To such a pitch of excel-
Jence can he type nmow that it is sel-
he makes a typographical error,
d his memory is so good that he
over repeats & phrase.

A young lady afficted with biindness
owns a very successful typewriting
establishment in London, BShe has
alse turned ber hand to authorship,
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DISARRANGED HER CLOCKS

Grandmother Had Them All Bet
Wrong and Couldn't Tell Time
with Them Right.

Long before the Western exprese
had come within whistling distance of
the Summerville station Uncle Charles
declared he could hear the bells of
grandmother’s clocks, relates a writer
in Youth's Companion. “Haven't heard
‘em since I was a boy,” he said, “but 1
know how they'll sound—all going to
gether and every one of 'em right. ‘I
tell you, Lettie, you ought to have
mother's sense of time. You can't even
keep our mantel clock straight. Why,
mother bas a hall clock seven feet high
and over a century old. Then there's
the ‘banjo’ clock In the dining-room,
and the ‘sun’ In the kitchen—we call it
the ‘sun’ because of a round hole in the
door-pleture to sgee the pendulum
through. There are three or four
others besides, and the way mother
keeps them straight is a marvel, It
must be the old wooden wheels. Noth-
ing like them made nowadays!”

Half an hour Ilater grandmother
greeted her home-coming flock at the
door of the neat white farmhousze, and
sent them to their rooma to prepare
for a waiting dinner,

“Hello!"” sald Uncle Charles, as he
followed Aunt Lettie Into the east
chamber, "There's Uncle Hiram Doty's
old ‘bullfrog’ clock. Has a voice like a
frog when it's getting ready to strike.”

Mechanically he pulled out his watch
and consulted it, then glanced again at
the clock. He hesitated, then without
comment stepped forward and set the
clock half an hour ahead. Aunt Lettie
smiled, but sald nothing.

A little later, entering the kitchen,
he beheld the “sun” ticking merrilly In
its accustomed place. Uncle Charles
compared It with his watch. Grand-
mother was out of the room. Stealthily
he opened the clock door and moved
the hands back 20 minutes

Dinner had hardly begun when from
east chamber and kitchen came simul-
taneously wheezing and banging of
bells. The “sun” counted silx and
stopped. The “bullfrog” did better and
made it 13. Grandmother looked up in
alarm and gazed at the “banjo-clock"
before her. It was, so Uncle Charles
discovered, an hour and a half fast.
That alarmed her still more.

“Charles,” said grandmother, se
verely, “nave you been seitin’ my
clocks?"

“Why, yes, mother. I fixed the ‘sun’
and the ‘bullfrog.’ They seemed a lit-
tle off.”

“Well, mercy sakes!
I tell the time now?"

“By them, of course. They're right
now."”

“Yes, but they won't be to-morrow.
You see, Lettie” (this apologetically to
her daughter-in-law), “they're all
clocks that just won't go right. 1
know about how much each gains or
loses in & day, so when [ hear one
strike I can tell about what time it s
For instance, this morning when the
big hall clock struck three, I knsw the
hands sald quarter to elght. The
‘banjo’ is an hour slower, so it said
quarter to seven, and would strike tem
in 15 minutes, When that struck ten
the ‘sun’ would say ten minutes to six,
and would be almost ready to strike 13.
The ‘sun’ is 50 minutes nhead of the
‘bullfrog,’ which sald gquarter to five,
and in 20 minutes would strike thiree,
and that {3 25 minutes behind Sarah
Pettit's alarm-clock with the brass
works that she set by the town clock
Inst week, and isn't more than five
minutes out; so it was about guarter
after five and time to get up.”

Bhe looked at Uncle Charles re
declare, Charles,”

How ever shall

RESULTS IN PIG FEEDING.
The Picture Shows the

g

shoats. One lot, represen
was fed on corn meal and water, and
one lot, as shown by No. 2,
and skim milk. Lot No. 1

DIFFERENCE CAUSED BY BEKIM-
MILK,

of lot No. 1, purchase price of shoats,
outlay for feed and labor in caring for
same during feeding period, was $18.66;
selling for $20.64, netting a profit of
only $1.05, Lot No. 2 cost a total of
$26.87, allowing 20 cents per hundred
pounds of skim milk, sold for $24.83,
glving a profit of $7.96. The slop for
No. 2 was made of corn meal one part
and skimmed milk three parts.—Farm
and Home.

CLOVER AS FOOD FOR PICS

SBome Feeding Hints Whose Value Is
So Apparent That They Should
Be Given a Trial

Clover and a little corn or other grain
make 2 much cheaper growing ration
for pigs and shoats during the grass
feeding period than the grass alone. If
pigs and shoats are fed witha little grain
while running on grass at the age of five
months they may be made to weigh all
the way from 150 to 176 pounds.

On the other hand, where they were
compelled to live on grass alone, it will
bother them to weigh more than 125
pounds. The Increase in weight during
the first five months of the yonng shoat's
life can be made at & less cost than any
gain that will be made later.

At the same time, to keep the young
shoat In good condition from the time
he is weaned untll the fattening period
in no sense interferes with making just
as rapid galns during the fatteming
period, so that one is just ahead the ex-
tra gain for a given amount of grain fed
in this way that a young shoat will make
over an older one.

When it comes to selling the grown-
up shoats that have been fed with a lit-
tle corn or other grain while at pasture,
;hq will outsell the quickly fattened

og.

This is because the butcher who has
to cut up the carcass has learned that
the hams, shoulders and other parts of
the hog that has been fed well and kept
growing are thicker and of belter qual-
ity than of one that is first allowed to
grow the frame and afterwards fatten
in & few months.

In the latter case there Is too apt to
be an emcess of internal fat. In the
former case there is an intermingling
of the fat and lean, especially that of
the hams and shoulders, which pelases
the ham epicure, thus making the car-
cass one that will cut up more profita-
bly and give better satisfaction to the
consumer.—8t. Louls Republie,

How to Btore Sugar Beets.

Sugar beets under average condi-
tions are not difficult to store, and It
Is generally cqmdmd that they ecan
be kept longer than any other fleld
root without decaying. If you do not
happen to bave & root cellar, they can
be kept in plts In the fleld. Belect
& high, well-drainéd part of your land,
dig a shallow trench, fll with the beets
then cover with straw, then earth on
top. It Is well to on only a little
earth at first, and before freezing
up cover the mound well. Be sure that
the drain Is sich that no water will
stand in the bottom of the pit or
around the sides. Even if the beets are
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is a polnt, however, says the
farmers in a community cam

It Is much less trouble for the buyer
to pay an average price for all grades,
a8 he Is in no danger of & loss through
an error of judgment as to quality.
Also It relieves him of the disagreea-
ble task of demonstrating to the mam
with the poor graln why a nelghbor is
entitled to & higher price than he ls
The grain dealer naturally slipped
into his present practice as the easi-
est way out of & dificulty and, as we
sald above, we see no remedy except
for the progresssive farmers to take
the reins into their own hands. Unti)

Perhaps the worst outcome
this is the tendency such a practice
has of getting farmers, In general,
into careless habits, We say “in gen-
eral” because there are always a few
farmers In any community who will
be careful and painstaking whether
there is a prospect of immediate re-
muneration or not. . But the average
man requires a little stimulus in some
form to keep him up to his best in

this regard.

BARREL-CARRYING DEVICE.

A Bimple Little Arrangement, But It
Saves Lots of Time When
Time Is Precious.

If there |s one thing more than an-
other that is awkward and cumbersome
for the market gardener and farmer to
handle it is a barrel, where it is not
possible to roll it. Having many bar-
rels to handle, I have rigged up the
frame shown In the [llustration. The
holder frame is made of iron rods with

handles attached. Any blacksmith can

HANDY BARREL CARRIER.

bend the rods and attach handles for
you. The rods are hinged where they
come together at the top at the point
where handles are fastened on. This
is to prevent slipping the frame over
the barrel at the top, and in handling dif-
ferent sized barrels. Strips of heavy
leather are attached as shown.

To prevent the rods from slipping on
the bottom of the barrel they may be
brought to a sharp edge. In handling
oxtra heavy barrels of stuff, we slip a
pole through the handles as shown by
the dotted lines, when we are able to
carry the barrel and walk easily. These
handles give an opportunity for elther
two or four men to handle the barrel.—
Reed McWaters, In New England Home-

GENERAL FPARM NOTES




